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One 


May 11, 99, The Off Ramp Café, Seattle, WA 


Pearl Jam 
Luv Mule 
Christ On A Crutch 


"We're opening for fucking Pearl Jam! | can't believe this!" He shouted into the phone when Glen called to tell 
him. This could be huge. This could exactly what the band needs to break through. 


That was two weeks ago and every night since he got that call, Nate felt sick to his stomach. They rehearsed 


for hours, put together a killer set list, even learned a new song. They were ready to impress. 


Except the show was a bomb. Glen and Jerry were high. Eric was nervous. Nate did his best to hold their set 
together but judging by the faces in the audience, they were only there for Pearl Jam and were bored 
senseless by Christ On A Crutch. Good luck to Luv Mule. During their last song, a cover of the Dead Kennedys’ 


Too Drunk To Fuck, Nate happened to glance over to the side of the stage just in time to see Eddie Vedder 
turning around and leaving. Well, so much for their big break 


To be honest, Nate was excited, himself, to see them. For some reason, he felt personally touched by the 
story of the band's formation. From his point of view, the entire city felt the loss of such a bright light like 
Andy. And everybody was watching to see what the reincarnation was going to look like. Was it fair to call 
them a reincarnation? Would they make it? Could they handle the pressure of public scrutiny? 


As Nate packed up his equipment, he could hear the buzzing of the crowd getting louder, the sweat that 
dotted his brow and slid down the back of his neck only grew from trying to rush off the stage. Eyes were on 
him. The eyes of an impatient audience. Silently, they all seemed to scream, ‘Hurry the fuck up! 


He drudged down the hall toward the back door, carrying his rack and amp. Nate passed an open doorway to 
find a tall, thin man with long, brown hair in a white t-shirt, leopard printed vest, and tight jeans with his back 
to the door, head bent over his guitar as he paced the room. When he slowly started to turn toward the 
doorway, Nate continued to move, not wanting the other man to spot him. When Nate returned for his bass 
guitar, he hurried past the door, glancing in to find the guitarist still pacing and quietly playing. He battled 
himself the entire way to pick up his guitar case and back down the hall. 


At the doorway, he decided to hell with it and Nate stopped. He propped his case up on one end and stood 
quietly, watching the other man. Nate smiled when he finally turned around, whether he was still doing his 
circles or whether he felt someone staring at him, Nate couldn't be sure. But his fingers stilled against the 
strings and he looked at Nate, an expression if mild annoyance flashed across his face. 

"Hi." Nate forced out. He cringed, feeling like an idiot for interrupting. "I'm Nate. We just finished." 

"Stone." The other man said and started to turn around. 

"Yeah, | | know. Just wanted to say it was really cool getting to play with you guys tonight. Um, good luck" 
Stone looked him up and down, taking in Nate and his case. "Thanks." 

Nate opened his mouth to say something else when Jeff Ament all but crashed into him, shoving him out of 
the way. "Oh. There you are. Kelly wants you." He didn't wait for Stone to respond or even give Nate a second 


glance before he was gone again. 


Stone lifted his guitar over his neck and set it down, brushing past Nate with only a quick flick of his eyes. 
"Watch that." 


Again, Nate tried to say something but Stone was already rapidly moving down the hall. Slumping against the 
wall, he grumbled and took a pipe from his pocket, packed it and lit it. Gary and Jerry stumbled by and 
demanded a hit. Gary stared at the guitar. 


"What are you doing, Mendel?" 
"Guitar sitting. Go away." 


For some reason, Nate felt like he got caught by the principal when Stone returned and shot a disdainful glance 
at Gary and Jerry. And then his eyes narrowed on the pipe in Nate's hand. 


"Uh," Nate stammered, giving his bandmates a nasty glare. 

"Gimme." Stone held out his hand. 

Nate inwardly cursed when his own hand shook as he placed the pipe and lighter in the palm of Stone's hand. 
When the guitarist brought it to his lips and lit it, Nate could only stare. He was sure he blushed like a 
schoolgirl when Stone's large green eyes softened a bit and met Nate's stare. 

"Hey, we're off to a kegger over on Bainbridge Island. You coming?" Jerry asked. 

It took Nate a moment to tear his eyes away from Stone. "Huh? No. No, not going. You guys aren't staying?" 


"Nah. Fuck it." 


Nate blushed even more, angry and embarrassed by his friends. After they stumbled down the hall, he quietly 
apologized. "Sorry about that." 


Stone shrugged as he moved into the room and picked up his guitar. He brushed past Nate again as he left, 
this time he threw a little grin over his shoulder which Nate caught. "You know, now | understand why you 
guys chose that song to cover. Good to see that you don't appear to take it as literally as they do." 


